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There's a sacred time when Night and Morn do meet, 
Ere shadows flee and flowers bloom 
And the songs of birds do greet 


And the Sun peeps thro’ the shutters of my room ; 


Ere the south breeze wakes the drowsy trees - 
And the temple priest doth bend his knees ; 
That is the time I love to seat 


Myself in silence at His feet. 


II 


Awake, my Soul, awake from thy slumber 
On the banks of this e’er rolling stream, 
Arise from thy bed of ease, arise. March On ! 


The night is dark, and lonesome is thy road 
Beset with thieves and beasts of prey ; 
Light thy lamp within, and let it guide thy feet. 


Mind not thy foes, and fear no evil, 
Greet them with a smile and pass them by ; 
Loiter not at the Lotus Pool where deadly reptiles bide. 


When thou ascendest yonder hill strewn with fragrant blossoms, 


And hearest the music of birds and bees, tarry not ; 
Thy time is short and distant is thy goal. 


March On, My Soul, falter not, March On: 
Thro, time, thro’ space, thro’ life, thro’ death 
March On, Oh! My Soul, March On! 


Hark ! The distant Temple bells 
Herald the hastening Morn. 


HIE 


A wandering Soul am I 
From the Land of Birth 
To the Land of Death : 
To and fro I pass by 

In many a guise 
Through this wide earth ; 


Now as a sinner, now as a sage, 
Now as a beggar, now as a page, 
Now as a monarch wearing a crown, 
Now as a martyr in prison thrown, 
Now as a winner of many a fight, 
Now as a standard-bearer of light, 
Now as a lover laying his all 

At the pretty feet of a human doll ; 


Mer hills down valleys, 
Through forests and plains, 
And streets and alleys 
Where Misery reigns ; 


I wander and wander for I cannot stop 
In cities, hamlets or on a hill-top ; 
Sometimes in ethereal spheres I roam 
And get a glimpse of my Real Home ; 
But alas ! I am driven back to earth 
To free my Self from the bonds of Birth. 
But I know in the end I shall reach my goal, 
As Birth and Death cannot hold my Soul, 
1 never was born, I never shall die, 

For verily the eternal Soul am I. 


iV 


When I was a little haby 

Rocked ina cradle under a tree, 

My mother to me would often bring 
Dolls and toys and many a thing ; 
And holding them to me she'd say 
“With these you'll happy be today”. 
And kicking my tiny legs d seize 
One of them, when she to tease 
Would draw it back and I would cry. 
1 see Thou hast begun to try . 
A similar game, O Lord, on me, 
Although Thy jest is within my ken 
And fain would I suffer than protest in vain, 


I am kicking and yelling for it pleaseth Thee. 


I wouldn't be a brook tho’ often graced 

By nymphs and lovers and by poets praised, 
But rather a river would I be 

And sweep through valleys and enter the sea. 


I wouldn't be a pool tho’ cool and clear 

And fenced all round, that has no fear 

Of storms and tempests, but rather I'd be 

The deep and boundless roaring sea. | 

I wouldn't be a hill tho’ decked with flowers 
Where blackbirds sing amidst their emerald bowers, 
But rather a Himalayan peak would I be 

Wrapped in Divine mystery. 


VI 


My garden abounds in peepul and weeds. 


So large have they grown and scattered their seeds 
All over the beds that I must somehow 


Uproot them and save my flower trees now. 


The fault is not theirs but mine, ‘tis the truth ; 

I gave them the scope, I indulged their growth ; 
But I can no longer let them deprive 

My trees of kind Nature’s bounties, and thrive. 


I wish that I knew the magic of old 

By which to destroy them as it is told 

In ancient lore by a look or a curse 

And save my good trees from consequence worse. 


Or rather, i'd be a holy Rishi 

With powers to transform them into the Tree 
Which doth to us grant the blessings we seek 
And giveth life to the pure and the meek. 


Vu 


The morning was so fresh and cool 

I played around the Lotus Pool ; 

The day was bright, my heart was gay 

I sang and danced to my doll of clay, 
And loved it with my strength and soul ; 
It was my life’s joy and its goal. 


The noon was warm, I built a bower 

For me and for my clay-doll lover ; 

We wooed and cooed till even time 
When a storm destroyed the mate of mine. 
I struggled with its rage thro’ night. 
Behold ! I saw a flickering light. 

And now I'm standing at Thy door 

My eyes so dim, my heart so sore. 


But for Thy wondrous saving grace 

I couldn’t have reached this peaceful place 
Thro’ boisterous storm and roaring flood 
The thought of which doth freeze my blood. 
And since I have no rightful plea 

A boon I dare not ask of Thee ; 

So here in silence would I stand 

Until I see Thy beckoning hand. 


Vii 


O, Love! I would I were the Rose 
That decked Thy bosom fair, 
That blushed to kiss Thy crimson lips 
And Thy caresses share. 


And when anon its poignant thorns 

Did pierce Thy snowy breast, 

That bathed with scent the foot that crushed 
And sought eternal rest. 


O, Love ! I would I were that Rose ! 


IX 


It was a beautiful rose 
fragrant and lovely 

I admired. 

Despite its thorns 
many and ugly 

It inspired. 


I plucked it, caressed it, 
And fondly embraced it ; 

I felt a sharp pain, 

Blood oozed from my vein ; 
The flower blushed red, 
But redder I bled. 


There was a white flower 
whiter than snow ; 

I adored. 

It bloomed in a bower 
modest and low 

Much ignored. 


I culled it and smelt it 

And on my brow pressed it ; 
My mind it refreshed. 

By pressure tho’ crushed 

Its fragrance rose high, 

Yet higher my sigh. 


There was a sweet flower 
as radiant as gold, 
For which I'd longed. 
Its beauty revived 
the weak : I was told 
To the Gods it belonged. 


It grew on a hill, 

Its hue sent a thrill 

OFf joy and delight 

E’en at the first sight ; 
Its glories were sung 

By the old and the youns. 


With trembling and fear 
as I approached near 

It cried. ‘touch me not 
lest I die on the spot’. 

Then pale hath it turned, 
but paler my love burned. 


Early in the day, dressed in fine silk 
as I came out of my house, 
I saw Thee standing at my door ; 
Thou didst beckon me as I passed : 
I heeded Thee not as my heart panted 
for the warmth of the morning Sun. 


After a while, when to home I returned, 
I was aware Thou hadst not left the place : 
Too happy was I and too full of life, 
and lured by the flowers and sweet songs of birds 
I thoughtlessly left Thee there standing. 


Later again. when I left my home 
the sweet southern breeze to enjoy, 
I wondered why there was a tear in Thine eye ; 
But the thought of the happiness that was in store 
filled my heart to the brim, and so 
I ignored Thy presence once more. 


But, lo ! as I seized the bow] of delight, 
it burst at my touch ; 
and here am I bandaged and moaning with pain. 
My friends are all weary, 
my loved ones are sore, 
their palsied sympathy cannot solace me. 


Oh ! Stranger, when didst Thou come in ? 
Thy gentle touch my pain doth soothe ; 
Thy gracious lobk new strength in me infuse ; 


Thy heavenly smile doth my forgiveness ensure. 


I know not who Thou art, and whence Thou dost hail. 
Whosoever Thou mayest be, human or divine, 
leave Thou me not, I beseech Thee : 

Oh ! abide with me until the Dawn. 


XI 


How keen in Thy chisel ! 

How strong and skilful Thy hand ! 
Out of this knotty block of wood 

fit only for fuel 


Hast Thou carved out a form. 


Time and again 

Thou dost ply Thy chisel and change the form. 
Oh ! Divine Artist ! 

Fashion it as Thou wilt ; 


Thy hand is ever manifest in it. 


